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On a fine day one saw many smart turn-
outs at Irkoutsk, though the carriages "with
springs, were, I was told, in a constant state
of repair. The chief object of the drivers
seemed to be to tear along the streets as fast-
as they could without breaking down. Many of
the horses had the near fore-legs fastened to the
hind for this purpose, a method peculiar, I imagine,
to Siberia.

There was but one pleasant walk in  Irkoutsk,
a kind of boulevard situated on the banks of the
Angara.     It was a relief to find one's way down
here on a sunny afternoon.    The sigbt of a bit of
green foliage was refreshing, though the trees were
withered, scrubby-looking things [at best,    There
was,   at any rate, a certain amount  of life   and
animation in the broad and rapid river, alive with
merchandise craft plying to and from Lake Baikal,
and ferry-boats carrying passengers to public tea-
gardens on the opposite bank.    On fine afternoons
the boulevard was the favourite haunt of nurses
and children, and as a natural consequence soldiers,
and reminded one (with a stretch of the  imagi-
nation) of bits of the Champs Elysees or Tuileries
Gardens in far-away Paris, an illusion very soon dis-
pelled on looking back at the black roads and dismal-
looking, unfinished city.    From here we walked
homewards, as a rule, past the Porte de Moscou, a
whitewashed brick  building on the banks  of the
Angara, containing two small rooms with barred
windows on either side.    This arch was buflfc in
1817, and was destined by the Eussians to become
the permanent prison of Napoleon I. when they